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i knocklng ouk Pﬁ-ddy R)ﬁiﬂ
{ i BussiSsippr ©IEYy .

“Why, think of the thousands I've spent—
hundreds of thousands! How much good did
1 ever et out of It? An' now they talk of tak-
fn" up a subseription fer me in my old age, an’
keepin® me incomtort i1 T dle,”

Wiy think of the thousands
lre spent”

lelout on rthe Jow.”

1628 e
“What would I do if 1 could fight Corbett again?
T'd feteh him a clout on the jaw, that's what I'd do.
An'if I'd keep myself in condition 1 could do it
- Auybody on earth could a-knocked me out that
time. Twasn't fight
- luck, Corbett’s luele™
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. of a young man s his gtrengtli—the glory of

"Twasn't fighting (hat bested me. It was

HAD MY LIFE TO LIVE

N “The glory of a young man is

in his strength,”

OVER AGAIN"—-By John L. Sulliva

“An’ a man’s a fool

The Ex-Champion Sitting on Muldoon’s ‘Porch and Telling Wirifred Black That He Has Fight

Enough Left in Him “to

Knock Out a Dozen Little Guys.”

OHN L. SULLIVAN, the grentest @ K SERTESa - B OGLTITRLOIDPE
fighter the world hos ever Euown, sat % ;}
on  the poral at AMuldoon s - petior "{ p . . {

day, and tald me swhat he would do with & J h L I Ph l h d @
hils lfe If he hind it to lve over again. @ O n 4 S 1 OSO IC a1 :{.H

He g vory fat, #nd hid short helr s ags @ e . %;;
gray ds o badger's. Ilis Yands are puffed é'; ]:2 J[ d M l d @«
nnl ont of shape, bnt hils skin Is brown & i elnln]scen 9 E].I‘] Ora ]Zes ar . 5‘-5
and cleay, and' Lis shrewd liitle elephant's é‘ . . ; &
eyes are bright 4nd Yeen, S " t H D t d ®

The poreli nt Muldoin s 18 w'de nand cool @ ermonlzes a' 15 e a'r e @
and ghady: There are Liz luunging chalrs @ -—-‘l ‘,i':
there, and the great maple trees throw s ‘?I (_1 't - d tl ‘ &
flicker of lenfy shndow on the steps. :’f ‘Ol al] ]e aLlse :0,"

Mr. Sulllvay bad jost come in from nflve & b4
mile walk up Sinke HII, and he sat back In :;5 Of lt All. -3
Lls Big chalr and slghed noglgh of honest & 5:5

fufigue. It alnt the five nifles™ he sajd,
“It's the hills. They're murder, them hills
14, It's the fat that does It. Here I rm,
ﬂl‘.'l"f_“-llh’lt‘ years oll, svd fat ns 4 por-
polse. Wight years out of the ring, npd
every year wasted.

“Sometimes a feller foela ke he'd eather
have soniething to forget with than any
other old thing thete Is.

“What wauld I do If T could begin again?
Now, young lady, T'11 tell you what I'd do.
1'd tealy.

“1'd keep tralning, nnd I'd never let my-
golf go 1 I was too old to do suythiug
but grumble.

“There's a preacher ciime to S0¢ me onee.
He wils n queer guy, He kep! lookin' at me
an' squlntin® ot me, an’ he felt we musely,
an' he meédsired me ¢hest, an” he says,
kind o mumbHn'lke he says, '"The glory

& young mau §8 bis sfrength. Bald It over
an® over, an' he seemed fto feel kind o
bad about 1t

41 don’t know why, bup I Yely sorry for
him  all the time he was sayln’ . e
looked s0 kind o siekly and puny. T could |
a klied him by one twist of my thumb, I
guess, but that sayin’ o his kind o' £aek
In oy wind,

“"rhe glory of a young man ls m his
strength.' You bet it s, looy

“An' g man's a fool to throw his sirength
away:

| man thit's got 8 good strong aenl il have

“Drinkin’ aingt such o lot of fun  ihat

. you get back what you put into it

“You soar around s while, an' then you
got fat, an’ they eall you a back numbor.
‘Paint worth (L. Nothin™ alor worth Ik
Your strength un’ your wind, an' youpr beln'
quick on your foes |5 worta all the lquur
thot éver sprouted.

“Hear me, an' toke me down, tod,

*Mouey! What's money? .

“It's u thing to spend; or to save. That's
all. If vou spend ity they'll ecnll you a
good fellow. If you eave [, you are a
good fellow, Good to yourself—aund to
your own folks, An' I guess that's what
we're hero for, anyhow. >

“I told n friend of mine the other day,
‘George,” 1 says. ‘It's all right pagin' your
debts, an' bein' sgunre. T belleve In that,
I've always fought fale, but," I says, ‘whilp
you're o puyin’, Just apeak out n tem or
a twenty for lttle Georgle,” T says, ‘don't
never you forget little Georgle. Every
time you pay o man & hundred, put ten
by for your's, an' you'll never regrer it'
I paye: L

“ Money's a good friend, if yon only lock
it up, tight enongh.' I says. An alut that
that right?’

“Why, think of the thousands I've speut,
Huundteds of thousands! How much good
d I ever get out of It? ]

“An' now they talk of takin’ up a sub:
geription fer me fn my old age, an' Keepin®
me in comfory till I die

“My old age.

“Why, I'ni thirty-nine years old—an' I've
got flglit enoough In me to knock out n
domen mild Httle guys.

“Plgliters! They don't make ‘em now.
They miake boxers. Men that can dodge
and felnt and ron—they don't make o man
that'll fight.

“I spe they're mnking o great timé over
boxin' matehes, wn’ sayly’ that the Jaws
have got to stap 'em.

“Laws stop fightin')

“8ay, some of these guys think that
you conld nake folks stop entln' If you
only made laws enough about it There
wns men  long before there was prize

o« > ' g A - > -
SOOESIPIIELEO SRR OPRTIEC OO RERES

make facss,  Thut's for mpnkeys. 2en
fight. An''they'll Oght as long nd they drd

men,

“MWhy don't they mnle sope lnws bo stop | o

the sun a shinn'? Loty of felks pets killed
by the sun. . Why don't they send somse-
hody up theré and read an infunction 1
the sun.

“Aw, it makes me tired.

“Aint they got no reason? Beems to
me them folkg sat an' thlnk an' think “tli]
thele lepds go dizzy, an' they don't rlglit-
Iy know senre. IT they stop legal fishits,
thera'll’ be  tlelifs - Just the sume.  Only
thoy!l be In woodd, an' o bieos an' on
barges, same ns they ought to De, ni’ o

Lo, pretend to be ashamed of 1t

“Pretendd, mind yon. He never will be
ashamed of It while he's & man. When
he is ashawed of It he'a someibing else, an'
gome’ of these [ellers thot albewill come
anile Wim to nowagon ad' drive Wi home
with the dows,

“iThe glory of o young man 15 in his
strength,” That's what the preadber sald.

Wiy, Inok at  thess  Here countrips!
What makes England all right?  Flghtin®,
An' belng rendy to fight apy time with any-
lindy. )

“When England gate so Christinn that
she wont fight, she'll drop right ot o

SSOHED QSHOSRIEDID 6
0" the other dnbs,

HFightin® square, that's the thing. Fight-
sraare! If T had tny Ife 1o lie over
owordd 1 e d fighital?

+¥es, I would, Thnt's swhat I wasmade
for. I couldn’t be anything else. If° had
d sofr would I want him 1o be one? Well
I dan’t know about that. I never hesd a
docter-sa” e svanted hig sén to be a loc-
tor, dAld yoi:

“Eoo ativihing but that, he'll spy. S
aoy man A wisn knows the mesn things
ubpit hils own busitness.

At fhere Is mean things about flghtin'
Ther's the {ralnin’, an’ Ui come easy Lo

sighl. long

casy money of it, an' {here’s the fellers

thiand #HH after you, an' shal® your hand,
' e youp monuby out of yott. an' then
Fgu an! (o)) whiat o ogoak yon are. bat look
a Lere, nun %on- o' mioe shonll grow' on
wittnut knowin® how to fight. An" if he
wag o delter 1°d wont him to be st the
top. An" IN0 teach him to keep in traiuin’,
an' U4 pever let up on him any more thin
the pregacher did on men. “The glory of 8
yomag minn o dn hle stiength’ Ton ber I'd
legen Bim tunt, and I'd lenrn him to keep
his srengih sn' pot throw It away same
us 1 lone,

What would T do i I conld Aght Corbett
sgeint I'd’ feteh him u clont on the Jaw,
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' NIBSY, THE DOG

He can stand on his head, or throw himself Into all sorts of queer shapes,

with the ease of a

NE of the most gifted dogs now ap-
O peuring before the publie 1s Nibsy,
tlie property of Mr. and Mrs, B, Mel-
1= 1

ﬂ{\l'il'-ns_-.- I pug and therefore helongs to
o fumils distinguisbed for wversatility; In-
telléetunl aetivity uand w power of adopin-

tlon to varled conditling
His most remirkable performnness aie
ns a0 contortionist. He stands on his head
amd fwists his body Iifo ns miny @iTerent
positions #s & humaon aovobnt. "

| This, fact mgkes tie aehlevements of

Nlbay vers moteworiby. His byrbbone has | FOF

i

|-rises up again on

CONTORTIONIST.

human corkscrew,

lenns the upper part -of bi
until it Is far in front o
gives uim the appggra!_._r_nenﬁ an 8.

At this polnt he wins
Tl o PR
Ing 4 somorsau't, ! ]

that's swhat I'd do, An® ¥f I'd keop myself

In conditlon I .could do It. Anrbody on

y earth eould n-Enocked me out that time.

“"Twnsa't Oghting that bested me It
wis luck, Corbett’s luck. An’ old Joba L,
was up agninst it, see? Up agalnst It
That's where T was. -

‘How would T lek the champion? Thers
wanldn't be but one champlon | 1 kad my
life: time over again, an' that champlon's
nane wonld be yours truly, John L. Sul.
Ivita,

“Nome o' this good feller business would
keepme out ot that, I'll tell you,

""Butany, thére wouldn't be no women at
my fgnte,

“Women don't belong at fichts no more
than mea belong at 0 baby show.

"An' you don't expoot ‘émi to have sense
aboul HpMeln’. Womeh 4n' prenchers, they're
good Colks—=T like "wm gl right, but they
have thelr own litte corper of the ring
He' the reféres ought to muke ‘em stay In
it

“Sny, preachers—mw alnt they queer
birds? e thelr hédls game as they eay
ostriches does down tiere in Australla, ant
‘hey keep actalkin® wih thelr faces In the
mnd.

{Oue hollers “talot’ @d one hollers iy’
AW pelther of 'em dnft pesk ofit to seo
wivt's happenin’.

“¥hy, look at that boxin’ mnateh  the
ote nlght aver there | town.: Me an' n
frietl o*anine counted ftap, and’ any, there
WAR 40,000 In the hou Y 9
bt 8¢ € there wasg o red

“Foty thousand dailars Bay, the pregch-
OTH BL't glf that many 3lks to hear em
free £ nothin®,

AVH, this hore Pati, ¢ Henry Irving,
can’t oL 310 g geut forfhelr shows. IE
boxiu® '« wrong, then thexs a whole lof
o' witky (slka In thia woll. I don't BOO
how preclrs Myve, thinkin of the wicked
folks fere 18! it would WOorry me to
denth If° thought every othr man 1 knew
wis thitimuch worse than ,was,

“Whatetll I do If T wiz his fight weth
Fitzslmmns? }

nndergone A developusént altogether ab.
pormpl In the dog, He stinds on his fore
legs and throws his hind legs up Into the
afr, (Then he walks o omd jauntily for o
few minutes, Affer {1iis io sloks down no-

: » toue hes the ground, and
11l hix noder jaw el ke

his hend. This

v, und, tesms
g s o0 a1’ fours once |
i o b

“I'll tas my money sn’ ('l settle dowy
In Bostop b

“Hostons o good Httle bHwe I've got &
little plué thers, just ow of tfawn. I've
got outs a4 Ylogs, and eleclom. T get up
about 7 o'tvek an' potier aroid the place
I 105 the T eat; then I reattill gbout 2;
then I go ewntown, fee thehops an’ get
home nhouts, I eat supper &’ dinner to-
gether—twWomenin 8 all T ewp tnke—an
about 10 oflack ! go to bed. That's the
way 1 wanito llve. I haven"tpouched &
drop. for ove eight mouths.

“Wiay 80  want to fight agalp Do ¥ou
think it's fw for me to kit an' bar what
great follers these ' new men nk, an' 1
know alll the time that one llek of my
bund would mwttle "em?

“Hay, did yui ever see a blg bearone of
them fdiess fom the Pole, trottin'sp an’
down ‘his eijny mn' tryln' to bite th iron
Inte ohitks? Well, why don't ¥ou ask
him to £ down and lsten to the band
play? ]

*The mial of my Ife?

“I gu~ss here aint no moral to It

“1 aiit 0 Gentleman John, nor no Blie.
Brad Modei I'm a plain, evergday Sighter,
I never wWamorhin' more, nor nothin® Jess.
I never premiged to be. \

*1 was thibizgest man In this ‘conntry
fopr twelve saps, T coulde’t go Into the
stresf withot beln' followed by & erowd
thn. wanted ghake my hand and tell me
what #n honolp was to spesk to me.

‘I wne the {g IPeller then, an' all the
Governora d4ndienntors told me so. Now
I'm thirty-nine oars: old, nn' my hair is
geay. an' pome the ttle whipper snup-
ters that crawledo e for 0 word o' ree-
mmendition ellap poor old Johin aow.

“An' T haven't 4 p cert on earth, an’
]m,.y put an ‘ex’ Wore my name, an' 'n
fryln’ to teiln forpy last fight, an' they
call me the man Hit's goin® to give It to
me the champlon, n' he says hé's doln’
It for charity. -

“Urowds an' cheetan® belts an' presents
ay’ speeches an' Woi's champion an' all—
what does it come y rhen your halr s

“The glory of & YOu- %
 Say, what's the glory,
e that's the moral.”

his strength' away.”

18 his stren’th,
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“Drinkin’ alnt such & lot of fun that yon ret
back what you put Inte It, 'Taint worth 1,
Nothin' aint worth i{t. Your strength an’ your
wind, an' your bein’' quick on your feet is worth
all the lHquor that ever sprouted.”
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"Drinkin’ amk such
alor of Fun’™

dorit rever fo ‘_ .
,& hecle @r?:e‘.“rg'

of mine the other day,
your debts,
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